QUEER ABOUT EGGS !
Skye terrier; her kennel name was Shepherd's Warning. She
was very very old; during her fourteen years, by force of personality
she had acquired many nicknames, such as the Aunt of England,
the Dowager Duchess, the Minor Prophet, and the Scapegoat
(Holman Hunt). The Minor Prophet was my own contribution;
at each of her melancholy appearances by one of die many gates
between our two gardens, by her general air of wretchedness in
the face of impending disaster, I expected to see her throw up her
paws to the sky, cast her loin-cloth and wail: "Woe! Woe!
Woe unto Brambleford! Woe unto Ruston Copthall and South
Danesbury . . " A cousin staying with me there for the first
time, remarked at breakfast that she had seen a rather fussy and
at the same time dignified dowager duchess strolling round the
flower-beds studying each bloom through her lorgnettes. We
had not the slightest difficulty in realizing whom she meant. As
for the Scapegoat, with apologies to the pre-Raphaelites, the
original Scapegoat was undoubtedly a Skye terrier, and undoubtedly
Jessie herself spending a short spell of her previous existence as a
Symbol beside the Dead Sea.
Jessie is dead. She had never been effusive, but she had tolerated
me and accepted my presence in the cottage which was just as much
hers as the house, and certainly more hers than mine. I never
took liberties with her, yet once, just once when I was not looking,
I felt her tongue softly but deliberately lick my hand; and I was
deeply moved. Directly after her death, Sophia very wisely went
straight to the same kennels to choose another Skye terrier; not
to fifi the gap, but to give herself plenty to think about. Jessie's
niece had recently had a litter, and presently Jessie's great-niece,
Little Jessie, arrived in a basket and in a state of feverish excitement
which has lasted ever since. Now we spend our time regretfully
murmuring: "How different from her dear great-aunt!" Little
Jessie is an unholy terror. She has no dignity; the word woe is
not in her vocabulary; her diet consists (it would seem) of slippers
and ankles; she squirms, she leaps, she scrabbles, she plunges, she
gallops up and down stairs, she endangers life; her irrepressible
habits require a rapid series of diagrams. She is more silvery than
Old Jessie and perhaps more beautiful; her ears are incredibly
long but only one of them follows the normal course of gravity
and flaps over at the tip. All her best ideas are unrestful. Every
morning while I am staying with Sophia at the cottage which is
no longer mine, I race Little Jessie to the bathroom and slam the
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